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Unto my son now should I be giving
My gear of the battle, if to me it were granted
Any ward of the heritage after my days           2730

To my body belonging.    This folk have I holden
Fifty winters; forsooth was never a folk-king
Of the sitters around, no one of them soothly,
Who me with the war-friends durst wend him to

greet.
And bear down with the terror.    In home have

I abided

The shapings of whiles, and held mine own well.
No wily hates sought I; for myself swore not many
Of oaths in unright.    For all this may I,
Sick with the life-wounds, soothly have joy.
Therefore naught need wyte me the Wielder of

men                                                                 2740

With kin murder-bale, when breaketh asunder
My life from my lyke.    And now lightly go thou
To look on the hoard under the hoar stone,
Wiglaf mine lief, now that lieth the Worm
And   sleepeth   sore   wounded,   beshorn   of  his

treasure;

And be hasty that I now the wealth of old time,
The gold-having may look on, and yarely behold
The bright cunning gems, that the softlier may I
After the treasure-weal let go away
My life, and the folk-ship that long I have held.